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Tom Corrado 


again, for you... 


Do thou Stand for my father, and examine me 
upon the particulars of my Life. 
- William Shakespeare, Henry IV, Part 1 Act II, Scene 4 


Lion-obSessed Venetian iconographies 

the Size of Montana 

crowd your night Sweats 

animals hiding in twisted Sheets 

Swipe Smartphones 

while walleyed tourists 

board water-busSes 

to carry them to paintings 

displayed salon-style from floor to ceiling... 
The neighborhood Carl Jung, 

at the wheel of a Ferrari 

cruiSes you on your bimonthly talking cure 
prying open the Shyness 

that smacks you back 

to the darkness of OCD... 

You enjoy theSe coStumey interludes 

with their pretend puddings 

and freedom from counting Syllables . . . 

It’s all theater, yeS?... well, maybe not 

but we won’t know until the credits begin to Scroll 
and the critics email their reviews 

to odySSeyites waiting to ferry you elSewhere ... 
You recall Anne CarSon on Swimming: 
Smoothing out the Strokes in water 

filled with anxieties: 

You can fail it with each Stroke. 

What does that mean, fail it?... 

The poet, John Ashbery, blocked, envisioned 
three empty oblong boxes to fill with words... 
He dipped into The Cloud of Unknowing ... 

You like this idea and decide to try it... 
filling a container with words 

and whipping them into a poem... 


Finding your way in a forest of well-crafted Similes ... 


the rationales we muster ... 
What are you talking about?... 
You know, to pass muSter ... 
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But is it that easy?... 

No, not easy, there are huge holes .. . 

yeS, holes, that could trip you up 

So that you'd have to start over again ... Sisyphean ... 


eSpecially now, with the final station coming into view... 


Nonetheless, .. . 

Illusory at best, yeS?... This freedom of treading 
the remains of the day 

caressing, costumes 

pocketing Smiles 

not unlike a Silent film 

where the audience can See what the actors cannot... 
Gawking at the exhibit 

within the resilience of the Gift Shop 

an oaSis enSconced in the rude... 

later mapping the yellow brick road 

perhaps indefinitely 

noting the binge of history 

as a way to memorialize your having been here... 
convincing the watcher at the gate that your words 
are Suitcased and ready for a weekend getaway ... 
AS if at one remove ... tranScribing, 

the moment to moment with reverSe innuendo... 
a reaSon for everything 

a reaSon for the body 

a reaSon for the body of the other ... 

Squeezing through an eastern window 

the process beginning years ago 

adding language’s decrepitude to the mix 

of polishing a lens ...a lens to better See... 

To better See what?... 

To better See anything ... everything... 

and look, there’S even room for more... 

Do you expect the end as predicted? ... 

howling, through a nor’eaSter 

(kidding, but how about if it were)... 

then Struggling to get the words right... 
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another backstory arriving on the 1:05 

with conSpicuous palettes to color whatever ’scapes 
you have prepared a pitch for... 

You practice your lines in a two-way mirror 
plagiarizing last night's notes 

ghosts escaping into the Semantic other 
balancing tongues 

at least believing Such 

that this is the way you have learned 

to manage the world... 

to manage you in the world... 

Something will come undone ... 

You will then fondle happy moments 
lipSyncing the middle of a chapter 

from your Childhood's diorama 

carried along by the current... 

your grocery list Sheepishly revealing the answer 
to a queStion you have yet to ask... 

the neighborhood's Scammed aS odySSeyites 
fill their foreigns with ancient myths... 
Your earlier Self inhabits the body ... 
Pound's make it new... be impersonal... 

A trolley on a back Street 

Searches for paSSengerS 

who were meant to be elSewhere ... 

You'd better not hear me Say that!... 

the weird aftertaste 

when you at least tried 

then the thick green of a Standin 

aSleep in the other room... 

YeS, perhaps the endgame 

will emit a fog of panic 

which if nothing elSe 

will stoke the confusion ... 

Then Someone will be kicked to the curb 
before the overflow is reckoned with 

and rendered inconSequential .. . 
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You began the converSation on a poSitive note... 
a concert A?... 

yes, that’s it, you Said, recognizing 

the ramifications of a lost lyric 

in the early morning, no, no, not that, 

it wasn’t that, I'm Sure... 

It’s not about making the cut 

the call and reSponSe ... that Sort of thing 
reconfigured from audio files 

dropped off at a transfer Station ... 

It’s about a muSical Suite in a Stand of pines... 
Can you imagine the confusion 


of a left turn... then another... and another?... 


Nervous motion, head jerks, tics, Shouts .. . 
The Sinister recording of happenstance 
followed by a rewind, a retelling ... 

Forget inevitability ... 

Forget the Sloop you pinned your hopes on... 
The deck is stacked but you know that... 
And veganism? ... OK, veganism ... 

Recall the chef you went to high School with 
deboning, your Salmon steak 

while in an antechamber 

a one-nighter riffed on a Fender?... 

You wanted So much for it to be much ado... 
There’s loneliness in your acceptance, yeS?... 
The time your Skylark wouldn’t start 

leaving, you Stranded in nowhereland 

only to be dropped off at a Subway Stop 

eyes locked on the third rail 

as if onlookers refuSed the magic 

of your harmless costume ... 

And later at the bus stop 

where rehearSals got out of hand 

and the day became a graphic novel 

in a foreign tongue... 

You knew this but continued your renderings 
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rubbing, your hands together between your legs aS if... 
AS if, what?... 

As if the director would call a rewrite? ... 

Take a moment to cloSe read your journal 

then return to the diorama of your neighborhood .. . 
Again, forget inevitability ... 

You're taking a line for a walk 

to capture the cherry bloSSoms along the River Styx... 
It’s a day in Someone’s life, yeS?... 

The Someone who was promiSed this but given that... 
How unlikely ... 

Then there’s the excitement of the roleS you took on 
after the barman’s Last Call 

bloating your Little Black Book 

with fingerprints from your tweens... 

You were duSted...and Sent home... 

Your HokaS make the unSeen Seen 

with canned images from the produce Section 

of the neighborhood Hannaford ... 

Plans to repair the fence 

trampled by wolves in Sheeps’ clothing, 

en route to grandma's 

await the results of COVID testing... 

The director of Netflix’s Ripley 

refuSeS to believe it...or not... 

There once was a time ... you SuppoSe . . .You've become 
enamoured of the invisible, 

the myStery of entanglements ... 

It’s not So much the unknown, 

it's the excitement 

of being, Seduced by the moment, 

the feeling of engagement, a Shared journey ... 

The Sloop of your dreams, drifting ... 

This performative feeling about writing... 

that it's not set in Stone... 

that it's not cloSed down, not done... never done... 
is good!... 


You wake to an openness ... 

a blank page, an empty canvas... 

And, no, it’s not too late 

to resume the cloSe reading of your autofiction ... 
to experience deconstruction ... 

A bookStore materializes long enough 

for you to buy your book, which isn’t for Sale... 
Someone Chimes in with Sequencing is arbitrary... 
where does that fit in?... 

Nothing wrong with being inquisitive ... 

Better than being aggreSSive or defenSive, yeS?... 
The Slippery Slope of misinterpretation? ... 

of miSunderstanding? ... 

The time left is now... 

your experimental film ... infinitely looped... 
A Polaroid of young people at a beach 

and the tale of the white Donald Duck tank suit 
dripping with the full catastrophe begins ... 

A return to the dayS of then 

Soundtracked by 45s 

the carefree exchange of goods and Services 
Jerry's Long Strange Irip... 

high heels clicking on a 4 AM Sidewalk 

following an nof 2or3or4... 

all legs and arms and hair and words 

Streams flooded with binge 

when ... fanfare, please... a bread truck 

rolls onto the Scene 

with Henry Miller at the wheel 

Can I give you a lift?... 

So you Climb on 

for yet another ride 

costumes aplenty 

experiences aplenty 

memories aplenty ... 

Regrets?...A few... You too?... 

La-dii-da, la-dii-da, la, Ja...@1a Annie Hall... 
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years later ...an ice storm cometh... 

its outage an inSult to the Age of Crocs... 

the world teetering on the edge 

of Hawking’s uninhabitable... 

yoked to this and that... thiS and that... 

and your hand... their hand...a full houSe... 
You're inventorying, defining moments, trying to decide 
which one to include in your propoSal for grant money 
to mount your play which you haven't begun to write, 
So you're like, This may be a defining moment, 

with feet entering the five and dime 

from your Childhood, 

drawn from a linebook 

by the director of that over-the-top production 
where everyone was fitted with a body double 

to Stand in when excitement paled, 

but now with the defining moment head-butting, 

you turn to noone and begin improvising, 

a Selection of Beckettian anecdotes becauSe, 

just becauSe... 

This is where the metaphor gets a little screwy 

with you playing the part... 

whatever the part may be... 

knowing, that obServing the inconspicuous 

is your forte... 

Let’s start with an invisible perSon 

Sampling poutine at a diner ... 

They leave their cell phone at a bakery 

with a baguette and Stories fo tell... 

Are they a tourist?... Maybe later ... 

Cut to a lump of clay Shape-Shifting ... 

toggling the fourth wall as if a gift horSe’s mouth... 
Are you OK with the vegetables in your garden’... 
Let your family know... 

This is important ... 

Family relationships are well worth 

their autofictitious melodramas ... 


Think Tolstoy ... 

Everyone thinks about changing the world 

and no one thinks about changing themSelves... 
How this came to this is well worth the time 

it took for you to open the door 

to an unknown Sound... 

A cellist in the woods 

works through a Bach Sarabande... 

A draft of a manuscript is being read aloud 

by a voice from the air... 

CrowS mock crows ... 

You enter the Scene idioSyncratically looSe 

in bib overalls and Mucks 

approaching as if in the middle of a paper Spree... 
An unShapely tuft of Something begins ... 

It’s all about dreamscapes 

in Rothkovian colorways ... 

The mist... as written, yeS?... 

but why this conSequence by an unknown?... 

I mean you Could have just as eaSily engaged 
with the cameras rolling ...aS discussed... 

I'm not Sure youre ready to apply the rules 

of preSent tenSe ... when the color of time being 
is finished anyway ... Staying out beyond curfew... 
of CourSe you remember that day 

on the Street when the rightful owner 

emerged from a late-model SUV 

and began interviewing, you for the next installment... 
You Sport incompletion at an archaeological dig 
with EtruScan vaSes and dental instruments 
playing the part with players playing root canals 
coStumed aS Shattered visages ... 

The lone and level Sands pull out into traffic ... 
You disappear into a labyrinth of words 

but manage to recite your way out 

with No Coward Soul iS mine by Emily Bronté 
whoSe disregard for convention 
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makes for an enjoyable trek 

across the Yorkshire moorS of Someone's dreamScape .. . 
You concede a Strange bunch of circumstances 
abutting a consolation of Sorts 

nothing to complain about ... yet 

but Someone’s interior monologue is about to Sound... 
It could be UPS 

in the guise of medievalism or innuendo ... 

You're tizzied over an early arrival... 

Try not to get hammered again ... there’S no need... 
not that there ever was... 

at least according to the transcript ... 

It could be just what the doctor ordered 

not unlike when your development was muted 

and you were on your Clovenly way... 

Your rhyming, dictionary is off the grid 

cluttered with words 

you meant to Uber... 

Buybackers Stream ... yet another example 

of wardrobe anxiety from your out-and-about days 

of celebrity passcodes ... 

This will begin ... and this too will begin... 
dreamScapeS overShadowing your vintage items ... 
RegreSsing, to Some well-worn route 

leading, to a floor-through apartment 

filled with the clarity of your mirror image 

warms on the back burner... 

Nothing is ready for you... 

Nothing, will be ready for you... 

Appointments are backed into double wides ... 

This is not new... conSolation prizes 

leak language barriers ...a throwback to the days 
you Shopped for muffled noiSes 

only to be disappointed by more days of exceptions ... 
or expectations, whatever ... 

Your coStume mishap is a trailer park 

and the horSes in Patti Smith’s 


Ad. 


debut studio album are having none of it... 
eating and drinking their Shortlisted lives 

in the orchard that went viral 

while you Studied your reflection 

in a glaSs bead game not unlike Ahab’s 

he's dead but he beckons... 

And here comeS everybody’s electronic. muSic. 
with Moby whoSe middle name is Melville ... 
And now you're cutting and pasting 

exiting through the gift shop 

with Billie Eilish’s What was I Made For?... 

An uncertainty of how to live?... 

A turning like the turning of the SeaSons?... 
An image of a face from long ago 

but the entanglement is like a train 

leaving a Station recalled 

for a phrase rethought ... 

Enough to cross the bridge 

with Street cred and Sky-high interest rate... 
Not that you haven't been warned... 

It’s the unremitting arrogance 

of a violist da gamba Stopping, by woods 

on a Snowy evening quoting from 


a remaindered copy of How Should a PerSon Be?... 


The tireSome bobbing, and weaving 

obliterate the string of pearl days 

basking in the unSeaSonable 50s... 

what you thought you heard 

is what you heard... at least 

according to hearSay ... 

Emptying a bottle of invisible ink 

to the Big Pharma of reSolution 

floored in the cereal aisle at the Supermarket 
is an AI monologue CompoSed 

not from images but from words... 
Objections disallowed by dissonance, yeS?... 
How can masSterworks Survive 
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in this forensic undercurrent? ... 

A din drifts in from the back room 

where pleas are bargained 

before headlining virtual tabloids ... 

Your lines riskng, enjambment 

will doubtless make the Six o'clock news .. . 
Lately you've been lapSe ... and why is that?... 
The intricacies of intimacy 

with you elSewhere retooling your philoSophy ... 


Nietzsche's We have art So we don't die of reality?... 


Is that it?... OK, Tll play along 

with the casual dress code 

but now what? ... now you're complaining 
becauSe you're telling me 

that complaining kickstarts creating 

and isn’t that what we're all about’... 

Like listening to Someone’s words 

as if on the noiSy Soundstage of a Silent film 

or listening, to a Serial open mic reader 

whoSe words Supply a different narrative 

every time Someone texts 

or listening to your own words 

dreSs-coded for undertow with boxy takeaway ... 
Illusory, perhaps? .. . 

Reupping with the help of an intimacy coach 
Should do it... 

Thinking, a reShoot of the end game 

is one way to pass this late Season SnowStorm ... 
The hiking paths wait... 

This pincuShiony dynamic. is offputting 

to Say the least... it can’t help but raise a flag 
to the 365 dayS of Summer ... 

It’s Something to think about, 1 SuppoSe, 
eSpecially when conSidering footwear 

and the miles and lines to be traverSed... 

I hate to remind you but thoSe cyberdays 

keep coming back, their moves color-coded 
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for eaSy turnstiling ...and more... 

Flat Screens are a turn on... 

Reminds me of Miles cranking out however many hits 
to fulfill his contract So he could join Columbia .. . 
You're turning, the room inside out 

looking, for the missing link 

you forgot to include in your email... 

Rhode Island Reds cluck news feeds... 

the regulated Symbol in art 

smearing your dreamScape lakeside 

with the cinematography grammatical 

to ShowcaSe your outré demeanor... 

It’s nothing ... really, this imagining 

as if one were willing to retreat 

to a Safer pop-up monastically ... 

even with everything curated, yes?... 

You're Collapsing the Story ... but why?... 

Why this Segue into alienation 

with voices at the back door?... 

No, not gallows humor, not just yet... 

You have come too far to fear the end... 

of courSe, it’s all about coming, 

at the drama from a distance 

all stops pulled out 

the perSpective just that 

and, what, you're trying to reel it in?... 

You do recall the reShoot 

after Several lines had been cut 

leaving you at looSe ends, yeS?... 

a kind of detachment 

even about the most intimate of details 

fanning out like a Stacked deck of cards 

with the magician asking you to pick one... 
There’s more to it, Sure, but let’s not, not now... 
Fat Tuesday kicks off a Super bowl of Cajun gumbo .. . 
CyberSecurity mavens Schedule colonoScopies 
with iCloud colorways 
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as if keyboarding members of the alphabet 

to guide a 20-wheeler through the woods of words 
would be enough to maintain a daily stepcount of 10,000 
for a buy-back from the gods of uncertainty ... 
RepurpoSing confidential information next to a dogbed 
is a bullet train back to the future 

where rehearSals are more rehearSals 

and the game afoot raiSes the Stakes 

to a Sub two-hour marathon 

fixed on the window of a Magic 6 Ball... 

The drama reSurfaces in water under the bridge 
quenching no one’s thirst... with you 

leaving the table of random numbers without a word 
without finishing the Song... driving away 

into Sheets of Sound... 

You're riding the Shapes of the books you have read... 
the geometry of Stories 

etymological underpins 

backstories 

late night walks - real and imagined... 
Self-mythologizing life’s path or paths 

however logical or reverential 

may Seem, if pressed against a whiteboard, 

a mapping of your encounters 

etched from bootleg tapes 

whoSe words fill thought bubbles 

alphabetizing utterances 

from the Street, the media, internet feeds .. . 

It’s not just that though is it?... 

But what of hopScotching 

the ongoingness of paradox’... 

A trifle? ... the intoxicating trance?... 

the blindness of happiness? .. . 1 mean 

you Seem to be coming into the country of the end game 
as it is, or better, as it will be ... an alternate stage 
upon which you can enact or re-enact 

your one wild and precious life ... 
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You're Shadowing Kafka ... with pointe Shoes 
Spinning ... Spiraling... 

into the tremendous world 

inSide his head 

then it’s on to the drone 

with the Speed of a grizzly 

Surrounded by white ... 

but not whoSe woods theSe are... 

the plaintiff continuing despite admonitions 
with Someone alleging misappropriation .. . 
Again, the unbearable lightness 

before the conductor 

raiSes her baton to begin 

reeling-in the orchestra ... 

letting them know 

where She wants them to go... 

giving the impression 

they're behind the beat... 

But they know... yes, they know... 

not unlike the time you waded into the water... 
baptismally, perhaps? . .. 

quoting Gilgamesh 

the unbearable heaviness ... 

the emptiness of the endgame ... moving... 
wait, not moving, no longer... 

A matinee... but not... 

flip it... to a rendering of the terrain ... 
Having, discarded the template-a-minute app 
aS an unbearable lightness 

confuSed by imperSonators 

you engage the drudgery of filling in the Slots 
while polishing Stones from a not-So-hidden cache... 
Altogether now with meaning, yeS?... 

You're drifting off-courSe ... 

the day’S minutia fogging the lens 

to Say nothing of wannabes warming up... 
The little green room is plantless ... 
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an amalgam of exchange 

without dawn’s pristine view 

reaching, back for a foothold 

or facsimile 

which in time will revisit this memory ... 

This is not without precedent 

but the moment-to-moment displacement 

is hard to accept ... let alone confront... 

Your call-ins have been duly noted... and archived... 
AS if you're uSing a prepared piano 

to explore the fringe between music and noiSe ... 
experiencing emotions 

aS you write about them... 

Is that Something you even think about?... 
Meaning? ... 

Cavorting with unbearables? ... 

Not Sure... 

but there always Seems to be leSs to go on 
eSpecially when films echo the wavelengths of the lost 
sitting with ferals napping on Stoops ... 
Confronting, Silence with veiled undertones? ... 
Interpreted as joy? ... 

It's the preSence, yeS?... 

That's it... the preSence... 

QueStioning, the call of odySseyites 

inSerting pronouns to enhance palatability ... 
But didn’t you Say you were confused 

by the struggle to make it all fit 

into a nice little takeaway? ... 

OK, maybe elSewhere .. . 

Forget the trends ... rampant on the boulevards ... 
There’S more to it than that... 

the pounding at the back door, for example, 

or the voided wishes of inoccupants 

in dilapidated storefronts ... 

It’s probably worth the bother ... 

beSides we all know you enjoy winging it 
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with the monochromatic. Subtones 

of early morning drivebyS ... 

The meSmerization of the airbnb . . . a loophole 

to magic your audience into hypnotic Submission ... 
Scripting the maelstrom of your wiles 

with alternative mysteries 

leading to the decreation of egocentrics 

who are left to wander the empty boulevards 

of Walmart Supercenters ... 

Your promiscuity alchemical ... its weird threads 
Seducing, thoSe on the edge of aftermaths 


as if feeding an inner mindscape yet to be embraced... 


You've misplaced the opening Scene 
where you in Silhouette 

disappear into an apartment building 
in a late-night Snow Storm ... 

InSide the vacant apartment 
miniature glass Slippers 

arranged paradoxically 

Speak to you extemporaneously ... 
You entertain the notion 

of a dentist's appointment 

for a looSe Crown ... 

or an afternoon feeding, the bears 
that wander onto the knoll 

looking for evidence... 

Nothing, can be done about this... 
Nothing, Should be done about this... 
The light will change 

but isn’t that usually the caSe 
eSpecially when ordering takeout’... 
That the magicians left 

is a rain-Soaked late December morning 
in a glut of jaundiced checkmates ... 
Your late night posturing 

has opened a cabinet of Caligari moments 
flooding, a willingness 
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to Split the Session for odySSeyites 

miming on a geSSoed Stage... 

The world will begin again 

and again 

with contemplatives appending 

for appending’s Sake 

while you, delightfully costumed, 

will be Seen through the half-inch 

of a window left open 

by one of your entourage ... 

moving, Seductively to Mahler's Fifth... 

Your dream Sounds a diminished Seventh 

in a wine-Soaked gritty eatery 

with you wearing your want in bib-overalls 
inventorying the disSonant conversations 
that once filled the long, narrow, high-ceilinged 
hallway to nowhere... 

A chance encounter, the makeshift profile 

a deluge of lines that grows tired 

aS you excuse yourSelf 

onto a parallel stage 

colored with red collared Maine Coons 

big enough to intimidate ...a perfect fit 

for your inScrutable autofiction ... 

How often did standins Speak their tongue? ... 
anticipation flooding their ludicrous logic ... 
a takedown by a paSsing mathematician 
whoSe game theory panoply just out in paperback 
leapfrogged to the top of Some obScure list 
of academic. best Sellers... 

You worry you're Spending too much time 
within the mirror in the mirror 

of your one wild and precious life 

memeing Proust's madelaine ... 

burned-out Al memory chips 

Spewing the anger and anguiSh 

of living in The HouSe of Crazy... 


19 


You're trying to capture the colors of the 13 moons 
but the compoSition bullies down 

the Rothkovian palette ... 

You. decide True Blue will do 

knowing, Michelangelo bailed on The Ehtombment 
becauSe he couldn't afford ultramarine ... 

its extraction and production So prohibitive 

that the Semiprecious color was restricted 

to the Christ and the Virgin Mary... 

You fear the clock’s relentless ticking... 


will you return now to the eaSel with Snow forecast?... 


Will your image remain long enough to be captured? ... 
Blue-lined notebooks fat with FAQs 

Sideswipe with indifference ... 

You deconstruct backstreets 

and hang, out at a kiosk, 

the one with BOGOS of pics 

of your former SelveS - 

Some then... Some now - 

Sorting through fragments 

of what might have been .. . 

the read-through pristine yet unconvincing 

aS if bell lappers knew all along 

your retreat into the backdrop ... 

There will be additions which you will fail 

to anticipate ... gorging yourSelf on haSbeens ... 
captivating onlookers with pretense 

your coStume re-engaging the opening masterfully ... 
Is this why you riSe early, 

brimming with alterations? ... 

Little matter ... no one will be duped... 

Nothing incidental here 

in the foundry of stamped emotion ... 

You can examine it, dissect it, take it for a walk... 
without recrimination ... without regret... 
leaving, indelible - and very real - turnabouts 

for thoSe who feel nothing about feeling nothing... 
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And you in the ungraSpable Somewhere 

flopping, down on a Couch 

grabbing the remote 

channel-surfing, 

leaping, intuitively to the ending you must have... 
these mere players playing their parts 

their table-reads off the grid 

between the lines 

improvisational 

winging-it 

flying by the Seat of their pants 

Scenes colliding, mounting to confusion ... 

The moment to moment... 

Drafting, the incenSe of homecoming, 

aS you follow the directions ... 

the rights and lefts 

climb the Stairs, review your notes 

one last time before entering... 

Your younger Self on a dirt bike pulls up to a light 
and the cameras roll into the next decade 

with ins and outs 

tumbling through the paper drifts of assignments ... 
That was when you repainted your room 

with your altered ego 

leaving a memory of Special effects in a bread truck 
before dawn’s early light... 

The cavalcade of costumes 

was well worth the tag team takedown 

when eyes wide Shut for unknown reaSons 

Stepped in from another SeaSon of reruns... 

The ConfuSion addictive 

but then we were all in the mix of Mother Jones... 
the DickinSonian obliquesness 

conducive to auditioning for different roles... 

a Shoo-in for this and that... this and that... 
Your Spectrum of entanglements 

continues to tickle comings and goings 
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Roman numerals stacked 

fleeing into an anxious canyon 

of choral meanderings 

memories flooding, the stairwell 

evoked by the tracks on your mixtape... 

You're Checking out playlists 

trying to throw light on the passage of time... 
fragmentary dreamScapes 

draw youin... 

You've been tagged for a workgroup ... 

the behind-the-Scenes incidence of intimacy ... 

It happens, yes?... 

The dayS into weeks into months into years... 
grasping at fillers to avert the inevitable? ... 
Sitting there, Smiling, 

your tongue unleaShed from its moorings... 
unctuous in its wake... 

as if regreSSion took the wheel from Some roadie 
when, at the last misstep, you decide 

to Stay a while... 

with irrevocability looming, how can you be Sure?... 
Unlocking the tee-time, 

OK, I get it, 

but let's face it, its nothing, 

days pummeled with coffee and Danish... 

No one in the Know... 

No other way... 

The joint had to have been bugged, yes? ... 

Subjects flashing tenure, mashed with newSprint ... 
Opening statements ... gappy, medieval references... 
The room in Stitches... 

Talking heads ... He walked!... 

despite the fact they had chauffeured the 12 angry men 
in an unmarked vehicle, windows blackened... 

Yup, CloSed-mouthed 

for the rest of the Show, they were... 

It was poSitively 4th Street, or maybe 5th, I forget... 
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